


MEN OF ACTION... 


who displayed cool courage in the heat of battle 


PER TENANE. JOHN GRAYBURN of the Parachute Regiment was dropped with 

his platoon on the |7th September, 1944, with orders to take the bridge at Arnhem. 
He led the assault against heavy fire from the enemy and was almost immediately 
wounded. Despite his wound, Grayburn continued to attack until heavy casualties 
forced him to withdraw, Throughout the following days he led his men magnificently — 








constantly exposing himself to the enemy’s fire while encouraging his men. Finally 
he occupied a house vital to the defence of the bridge. This he held until an enemy 
tank came so close that the position became untenable. Despite being once again 
wounded he brought his men to safety, but he was killed on the night of the withdrawal. 
For his supreme gallantry over a period of three days, Lieutenant Grayburn was 
awarded the Victoria Cross. 
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THE TWO YOUNGSTERS HAD EATEN A MEAL IN A MOTORWAY CAFE ON THE 
OUTSKIRTS OF THE NORTH-EASTERN CITY OF COLEPORT. IT WAS A WARM 


SUMMER EVENING, JUST RIGHT FOR A RIDE... 


HOW 
ABOUT A 
THRASH DOWN 
THE vr aad 


| KNOW THAT, GREG, BUT 
SUE SAYS THAT INSIDE YOUR 
BRAINY HEAD, THERE’S A 
TEARAWAY STRUGGLING 

TO GET OUT! 


a 


COME OFF 
IT, GREG. 
YOU KNOW WHAT 
I PROMISED 


GREG HAD A NOT-UNJUSTIFIED REPUTATION 
FOR RECKLESSNESS, BUT HE HAD SOBERED 
DOWN A LOT SINCE LEAVING THE COLEPORT 
TECHNICAL COLLEGE... 


THE MOMENT 
YOU START GOING 
STEADY, YOUR GIRL- 
FRIEND TRIES TO GET 
YOU AWAY FROM 
YOUR PALS... 











THEN... WITHOUT 


‘yl 














GREG WRENCHED HIS BIKE AWAY, FIGHTING THE SKID, AS THE DARKENED TRUCK SWEPT ON 
UP THE ROAD WITH A CRASH OF GEARS... DARN MANIAC 


SHOOTING OUT LIKE 
= ar THAT WITHOUT 





NICKY WOULD HAVE LEFT IT AT THAT, BUT GREG WAS A TOUGHER CHARACTER WITH A MORE 
STUBBORN TEMPER. SLAMMING THE THROTTLE OPEN HE SET OFF IN PURSUIT OF THE 
SPEEDING TRUCK... 


VLL TEAR 
°( STRIPS OFF THAT 
PINHEAD OF A 
DRIVER! 





THERE WERE THREE MEN IN THE TRUCKS CAB — yy ZA, dome ire 3 
THREE MEN WITH SOMETHING TO HIDE... ING AFTER 
| 


Za, US, BOSS... 
——— 


SX 


W KIDS WOULD BE 
STOOGING AROUND 
WHEN WE LEFT 
THE YAREHOUSE.., 
"§ BAD LUCK... — 
Uw CK... — 


FWeasqw 
SSRN 
SX 


HECK, 
THEY REALLY 
ARE TRYING 
TO CLOBBER 
Us! 





THE TRUCK’S MANOEUVRE WAS A DELIBERATE AND COLD-BLOODED 
ATTEMPT TO RUN DOWN THE TWO YOUNGSTERS... 


Wi 


YL 
| 


Ih 





THE TRUCK ROARED AWAY INTO THE DARKNESS AS GREG 
BRAKED TO A HALT, SICK WITH APPREHENSION... 
S 










NICKY WAS LYING HUDDLED BESIDE THE 
WALL, DEATHLY STILL... 


HAVE HIT 
THE WALLI 9 OC) | 


ULL OVER, 
LIKE 
E... 





@ LOMAX,ISIT? =~ 
HOW DID IT HAPPEN? 
HAVING A THRASH, 

WERE YOU? a 


OUT COLD, 
BUT STILL ALIVE, \pomedp 
WHISTLE UP AN 


AMBULANCE, 2 Se 


GOT AN ACCIDENT f LANSKY’S WAREHOUSE 
IN DOCK ROAD — ONE IN YOUR AREA. NIGHT- 
CASUALTY... > WATCHMAN THINKS 
A SUSPECTS DROVE 


THIS TRUCK 
CANE SHOOTING 
OUT OF A WAREHOUSE AND 
EARLY KNOCKED US DOWN. SO WE hau Ly ote fs 
CHASED IT — AND THE Ub ul, 
DRIVER TRIED TO G&G = 
KILL Us... 


WE HEARD TH 
|/ RADIO MESSAGE TOO, 
LOKAX! STAY WITH HIM 
TILL THE AMBULANCE 
COMES, TOK! 





THE POLICE HAD MADE UP THEIR 


HEAD 
MINDS THAT GREG WAS LYING INJURIES... 


MAYBE 
HE’S GOT A 
CHANCE... 


LOOK, 
YOU'VE GOT 
TO.BELIEVE , 


YOU CAN MAKE e 
A STATEMENT LATER, 
LOMAX. BUT TAKE MY 
fa ADVICE — STICK TO THE 
TRUTH, AND LEAVE THAT 
NON-EXISTENT TRUCK 
OUT OF IT! : 


GREG WATCHED THE AMBULANCE MEN DRIVE THAT WAS WHEN HE NOTICED THE PIECE 
AWAY, NUMB WITH SHOCK... OF CLOTH LYING IN THE ROADWAY... 
® THEY = NICKY WAS HOLDING 
DON’T WANT THIS WHEN | GOT TO HIM. 
TO BELIEVE THE HE MUST HAVE GRABBED IT OFF 
TRUTH. IT DOESN’T t THE TRUCK. THERE ARE 
SQUARE WITH THEIR SEQUINS ON IT... 
IDEA OF i 
ME... 








HOW IS HE, 
DOCTOR? 


AT THE COLEPORT GENERAL 
HOSPITAL, AN HOUR LATER... 


NICKY’S MOTHER, AND 
HIS FIANCEE SUE 
BARNARD, HAD JUST 
“ARRIVED... 


‘A 


YOU’RE 
SATISFIED, 
GREG! | WARNED 
NICKY ABOUT 
YOU, BUT HE SAID 
YOU WERE HIS 
FRIEND. 
SOME 
FRIEND! 


WELL HE'S STILL IN A COMA — AND HE 
MAY NOT COME OUT OF IT. BUT IF YOU 
WILL SCORCH ABOUT ON THOSE BIKES OF 
YOURS, THIS SORT OF 
THING I$ BOUND TO HAPPEN. .y 
12 


LOOK, 
SUE, IT DIDN'T ¥ 
HAPPEN 


@\ THE WAY YOU 
Y \ sine = 





BUT LIKE THE POLICE, SUE THOUGHT IT WAS GREG’S RECKLESS 
RIDING WHICH HAD CAUSED THE ACCIDENT... ; : 


YY IF RICKY 
DIES, GREG, 
IT'LL BE YOUR 
FAULT! 


AS THE HOURS PASSED, WITHOUT ANY 
CHANGE IN NICKY’S GRAVE CONDITION, 
GREG, BEGAN TO THINK THAT SOME OF 
THE BLAME WAS HIS... 
MAYBE 
SUE’S RIGHT. 
NICKY WOULD BE 
OKAY NOW IF 
J HADN’T GONE 
AFTER THAT 


TODAY’S PAPER, 
MATE? I'VE 


THE CLOTH GREG HAD PICKED UP IN THE 
DOCK WAS STILL IN HIS POCKET. AN ITEM IN 
THE NEWSPAPER REMINDED HIM OF I 


1 WONDER... 
A CIRCUS IS THE 
PLACE YOU'D EXPECT 
TO FIND SOMETHING 


LIKE THIS... 





AT MIDDAY, GREG RODE OUT OF THE CITY TO THE FAIRGROUND HE AND NICKY 
HAD PASSED THE NIGHT BEFORE... 


IT’S AHECK 
OF A LONG SHOT, 
HOPING THAT THE 
VILLAINS WHO RAIDED 
A __ THAT WAREHOUSE 


» THING I'VE GOT 
so 


THE OWNER OF THE CIRCUS, JACK ROLLO, TOOK ONE LOOK AT THE LEATHER- 
JACKETED YOUTH ON THE POWERFUL MOTOR-BIKE AND GRINNED AMIABLY 0. 


YOU MUST 
REPLACE THIS ~ OKAY, 
WIRE, SENOR ROLLO. »~ * HANNY, PLL 
ALREADY ITIS SEE TO IT. HA, HERE'S 
Gea A ‘A YOUNG 'UN LOOKING } 
FOR BRAD 
CARSON soe 





GREG DID NOT KNOW WHY ROLLO HAD GREG ACCEPTED THE NUDGE FATE WAS 
ASSUMED HE WANTED THE WALL OF DEATH. GIVING HIM... 

BUT HE TOOK THE CHANCE OF LOOKING 

AROUND AND WENT THERE... 


My 
Wana jey ke, 


¥ 





ABOUT THE I FIRST TIME ON 
VACANCY, SON? THE WALL, IS IT? 
YOu’LL HAVE TO a WELL DON’T GO TOO HIGH. 

CONVINCE ME YOU CAN KEEP HER THROTTLED BACK 
N TILL YOU'VE GOT THE 
FEEL OF IT... 


SLOPING BOARDS OF THE INVERTED BOWL. BUT GREG HAD ALOT OF BOTH. RSS 
TRE 
sO 





F THE BLOKES 
WHO TRIED TO KILL NICKY 
DID COME FROM HERE... 


THEN I'LL ONLY NAIL THEM BY 
WORKING HERE AND GETTING ay Se 


TO KNOW THEM... 


< 





GREG OPENED THE THROTTLE WARILY, GAINING SPEED AND HEIGHT UNTIL HE WAS 
FLASHING AROUND THE VERY TOP OF THE WALL A FEW FEET BELOW THE RIA 
OKAY, / \ 
COME ON 


DOWN! THE \/ 

JoB’s Yours | 

IF YOU WANT 
Toe. 


JUST WHAT 

I HOPED TO 
HEAR, MISTER 

CARSON ooo 


I'LL BE 
HONEST WITH 
YOU, KID. THE 
MAN WHO'S PLACE \, 
YOU'RE TAKING, WAS 
CARRIED OUT OF THE 
WALL A MONTH 
AGOONA 
STRETCHER... 


1'M NOT 
SCARED, MISTER _ 
CARSON... BUT I'VE 
\GOT A COUPLE OF THINGS 
TO DO BEFORE! 


s fy 
~~ DECIDI Z| 





WITH THE ACCIDENT NOT CLEARED UP, 
GREG KNEW HE HAD TO REPORT HIS 
ABSENCE TO THE POLICE. HE NEED 
THERE’S NOT HAVE WORRIED... 

NOT A SIGN 7 
OF THOSE FUR 

ROBBERS! 
BUT SOMEONE 

MUST HAVE 

SEEN THAT 


TWO HOURS LATER, GREG CALLED AT 


CLEAR ml 
BY ALL MEANS, 


LOMAX. IT'S THE 
BEST THING YOU 
ae CAN DO! THE FEWER 
70 SEE You TEARAWAYS | HAVE ON 
on MY PATCH, THE 
INSPECTOR. ~ 


STILL IN A COMA, 

AND HE MAY STAY LIKE 
THAT FOR DAYS — OR WEEKS, 
MAYBE YOU SHOULD HAVE 
SHOWN SOME CONCERN FOR HIM 
BEFORE YOU GOT HIM 
INTO THIS MESS, 
LOMAX... 





THE REACTION OF GREG'S EMPLOYER FINALLY DECIDED HIM... | 


YOU WANT 
YOUR CARDS, 
LOMAX? WELL 


OR SORRY! 


$0 NO-ONE’S GOING 
TO MISS ME IN COLEPORT. 
THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY I CAN 
CLEAR MYSELF AND MAYBE 
NAIL THE DEVILS WHO WERE 
DRIVING THAT TRUCK... 





= 


ase 


wy, 


Pi‘ <— > 
<i f 
C- 
ones 


ee 
eaTIGy; 
OOS 
ONC 


Sa 
IT 


a 
Bh 

<= 
bY, 


~w. 


arr. 
Die 


So 


ws 


My 


aw) 
WY 
a= 


THE CIRCUS OWNER HET GREG AS [> HITCHING YOU N 

HE WAS LOOKING FOR BRAD CARSON... UP WITH US, DON'T HAVE 

7 ARE YOU, SON? ANY OBJECTION, DO 
| DIDN'T KNOW BRAD YOU, MISTER 


HAD SIGNED ROLLO? 
YOU ON... 








BRAD CARSON SPOKE SLOWLY, WITHOUT 
HEAT, BUT IT WAS A VOICE YOU 
LISTENED TO... 






THE WALL OF DEATH HAD BEEN 
DISMANTLED AND STOWED IN THE 
BRIGHTLY-PAINTED ROAD TRUCK... 









(HIRE AND 
FIRE MY OWN 


NO-ONE'S 
GOING TO FOOL 
UE, MISTER 
CARSON... 





SURE, BRAD...1 
WASN'T INTERFERING. JUST 
CURIOUS, THAT'S 
ALL... 





ROLLO’S CIRCUS MOVED OUT OF COLEPORT THE NEXT DAY, A SLOW 
CONVOY. MOVING SOUTH TOWARDS A GRIMY INDUSTRIAL TOWN... 


WE'LL BE THREE 
WEEKS IN KILVERTON, 
TIME TO IRON OUT SOME 

OF THE KINKS IN THE SHOW! 

DRESS REHEARSAL TOMORROW 
BEFORE THE FIRST 
PERFORMANC! 


( I'VE GOT 
TO CHECK OUT 
THAT CLUE | FOUND... 
THE SCRAP OF CLOTH 
WITH THE SEQUINS 
ONIT... 

















THE DRESS REHEARSAL WAS IN PROGRESS, 
AND THE SHADOWY ALLEYWAYS BEHIND 
THE MAIN RING WERE DESERTED... 












HELLO! 
CLOWN’S COSTUMES = 
COVERED IN 
SEQUINS! 





GREG WENT TO LIFT THE COSTUME OFF ITS PEG WHEN A GROTESQUE 


THIS COSTUME’S 
BEEN PATCHED... 
AND THE SCRAP OF 
CLOTH WHICH NICKY 
HAD FITS THE PATCH 
EXACTLY... 





FACE THRUST ITSELF WITH HEART-STOPPING SUDDENNESS BETWEEN THE RACKS... 


a ee 





THE CLOWN LUNGED AT GREG FIERCELY, CLUTCHING FOR THE SCRAP OF CLOTH HE HELD... 


S “I 
WHERE \ NOT LIKELY! “ 
DID YOU AND IT’S ME WHO’S 
GET THAT, GOING TO ASK THE 
KID? WHAT'S QUESTIONS... 


YOUR GAME? \ 
GIVE IT | \\ 











GREG THRUST THE SCRAP OF CLOTH INTO HIS POCKET AND 
JOINED BILL LEADBETTER OUTSIDE... 


BRAD WANTS 
US TO POLISH 
UP OUR ROUTINE ON 
THE WALL. EVER SINCE 
RUSTY GOT THE 
=| CHOP LAST MONTH, HE'S 
BEEN WORRIED IN CASE 
THERE'S ANOTHER 

ACCIDENT... 


DON'T WANT 
TO BREAK MY 
\ NECK EITHER, 
BILL... 





BILL WAS A TALKATIVE CHARACTER... TOO TALKATIVE FOR BRAD CARSON, 
WHO APPEARED AS THEY WERE FINISHING THEIR WORKOUT... 


Ss 
QUIT THE 
TALK, BILL, 
YOU'VE GOT TO 


CONCENTRATE! 





~~ 


THAT NIGHT, ROLLO’S CIRCUS AND FAIRe 


GROUND OPENED ITS NEON-LIT GATES 
TO THE CITIZENS OF KILVERTON... 


IT’S SINCE 
THE ACCIDENT. 
SEE, BRAD WAS 


| THOUGHT 
HE WAS A BIT 
SHARP WITH YOU, 
L 


7 ROLL UP, 
ROLL UPI , 


GET YOUR 
THRILLS IN THE 
WALL OF DEATH, 
FOLKS! SEETHE |. 

RIDERS DEFY DEATH 
AND THE LAW OF 
GRAVITY! 





IN THE ROARING WOODEN BOWL OF THE WALL OF DEATH, THE PACKED CROWD GASPED oh 
BILL AND GREG HURLED THEIR MACHINES THROUGH THE DANGEROUS DUO ROUTINE... 
x S 
ACN S 


GREG STRODE ACROSS THE PATCHWORK 
OF SHADOWS AND LIGHT TOWARDS THE 
KNOW WHERE TSTER 
H CARSON'S GONE, BILL? 1 WANT A 
FEW ge sie be BETWEEN 


27” | HAVEN'T ~ 
SEEN BRAD SI 


'VE GOT T 
HIM eee 
=]. WE OPENED, KID. fetta, 
GQ FOR HALF-AN- & = tik 
LX HOUR... 4 E Hill... 





THE CLOWN, ALREADY IN HIS RING COSTUME, WAS TALKING FURTIVELY : 

WITH ANOTHER MAN IN THE ALLEYWAY BETWEEN THE CARAVANS... Gi ee 
ERE —_ fl 

, OKAY, = Te 


NOT SO 


NORM, WHAT’S ij Loup, FOR PETE'S 
IT ALL x i SAKE... 











GREG DUCKED INTO THE SHADOW OF ONE OF THE CARAVANS TO AVOID BEING SEEN 
AND BUMPED INTO THE SHADOWY FIGURE OF A MAN WHO WAS ALREADY HIDING THERE 


, YZ % 


WE'RE 
BEING 
WATCHED! 





| INA MOMENT ALL THREE MEN RAN, TAKEN BY SURPRISE AND SLOW TO REACT, GREG 
WAS SUDDENLY ALONE... : rae 


WHAT 
THE HECK’'S 
GOING ON? THERE 
WAS A THIRD MAN 
SPYING ON THE CLOWN 
AND THE BLOKE HE 
“WAS TALKING 


"'D BETTER 
HANG AROUND TILL 
HE’S DONE HIS ACT. AND YS 
THEN HAVE IT OUT Ay FOLKS. THE 
WITH HIM... W CRAZY CHARACTERS 
YOU ALL LOVE. 
BOCO AND HIS 
CLOWNS! 





GREG STOOD WATCHING THE CLOWNS IN THEIR KNOCKABOUT PAPER-HANGING ACT... % 
a. lj i yy \ Gan oe 4 ‘ 





THE GROTESQUE MOUTH OF THE LITTLE EVEN GREG-LAUGHED AT THE CLOWNS’ 
CLOWN GAPED IN COMIC TERROR AS THE CRAZY ANTICS... 

FURIOUS BRUSHES SPLASHED PASTE 

ON HIS FACE... 


HE MAY BE 
MIXED UP IN THIS 
BUSINESS OF THE 
TRUCK... BUT HE 

KNOWS HOW TO ACT 
THE STOOGE... * 


HIM OUTSIDE... 
AND LET’S 
HOPE HE’LL 

TALK. 





T 


Aid 


GREG KNELT TO THE ROLL OF WALLPAPER 
AND TUGGED IT OPEN, DRY-MOUTHED WITH 


WHAT? 
CHARLIE, GET 
THE DOC 
QUICK! 
VA 


é DEAD. IT 
Wy : PASTE ~ 
07 il 
i V, 
N : 
er 9 
Y Z 





GREG LISTENED NUMBLY TO THE BUSY VOICES... 


pe MADE THE \\ 
| PASTE FROM FLOUR 
AND WATER AS USUAL, 
Wa IT HIMSELF, SAME AS 
7 HE ALWAYS DID... 


BLAME YOURSELF, 
TED BOY... IT WAS AN 


JACK ROLLO’S SMOOTH VOICE DID NOT 
CONVINCE GREG. HE KNEW, INSTINCTIVELY, 
THAT HE HAD JUST WITNESSED A COLD- 
BLOODED MURDER... 


WELL, 
KID? ARE 
YOU WORKING FOR 
ME, OR AREN'T 


I'M SORRY, 
MISTER CARSON, BUT 
ACHAP GOT KILLED 

IN THERE... 


ARE PART OF 
PA THIS BUSINESS, 
i= —sS&K'ID.. 





BILL WAS WAITING INSIDE THE WALL OF DEATH... 
ae ee 


BUT HE 
MIGHT HAVE 
a] 


RAI ) HE HAD To 
D 





: = 
\Y ee we i PR 
THE THROB OF THE POWERFUL MACHINE BENEATH HIM 
HELPED RELEASE GREG’S PENT-UP ANGER AND BITTERNESS... 
\ 
\ = \ \ 
Yorn vg 
2 


KID! WHAT'S 





| GREG EASED DOWN ON-THE THROTTLE AS THE MACHINE ROARED 
DIZZILY AROUND THE ALMOST VERTICAL SIDES OF THE WALL... 
\V Re) u/ 


V'VE'GOT TO = 
CONTROL HYSELF— = 
I'VE GOT TO FINISH === 
THIS THING 'VE, 4] 
STARTED... 


IT’S THE 
MAN THE CLOWN 
WAS TALKING 
TO BEFORE HE 
DIED... 





V1 


o 


GREG PULLED HIMSELF TOGETHER FOR 
THE REST OF THE SHOW, BUT BRAD 
CARSON WAS GOOD AND ANGRY WITH HIM... 





ONE MORE 
SLIP LIKE 
. \ THAT, LOMAX... 
AND YOU'RE 


MISTER CARSON. IT 


A 
WON'T HAPPEN BREATH GE: 
\& 


FRESH AIR, 


Upp lv | 


AS GREG WALKED OUT OF THE GLARING 
LIGHT OF THE BOOTH INTO THE 
SHADOWY FAIRGROUND... 


ae) 
—] THAT'S 
HIM AGAIN! 






































“Td'v 


THE MAN LASHED OUT AT GREG WITH aHePEN VICIOUS ANGER, 
TAKING THE YOUNGSTER BY SURPRISE 


YOU'LL 
SOON FIND 


1 DON'T 
KNOW WHO YOU ARE, 
FRIEND, BUT —- 
UUUUUH! 





IN THE GROTESQUE SHADOWS OF THE GHOST TRAIN 
TUNNEL,GREG GOT A SECOND AND MORE WELCOME SHOCK... 


NORM WAS A FRIEND 
OF MINE. AND I’M GOING 
JO FIND OUT WHO MURDERED 
HIM, AND WHY, EVEN IF 1 
HAVE TO BUST UP THIS 
WHOLE LOUSY CIRCUS... 


\ 
Ast \ ON THE SANE RR 


_ SIDE... | IN 


YOUR FRIEND WAS 
MIXED UP WITH A GANG 
OF THIEVES WHO NEARLY 
KILLED A PAL OF 
MINE, THAT WAS WHY 
I JOINED THE CIRCUS ~ 
TO NAIL THEM... 





"| THOUGHT HE HAD 
SOHETHING ON HIS CONSCIENCE 


WHEN 1 SPOKE TO HIM BEFORE THE 
KILLER GOT HIM. MAYBE HE THOUGHT 


1 COULD HELP HIM ~ BECAUSE 
I'M A COPPER. 


GREG WAS TAKEN Al 
TOLD HIS STOR 


IT’S ACERT TH, 
THE LORRY THAT NEARLY 
KILLED NICK CAME FROM 
THE CIRCUS — AND THAT THEY 


PULLED THAT WAREHOUSE JOB...) 


AND MAYBE OTHERS, 
AS WELL... p 


IFLcAN A /| 


GET IN WITH THEM 
‘COULD LET YOU KNOW 
OF ANY JOBS — AND 


WE COULD REALLY 
IT MIGHT NAIL ‘EM... 


WORK AT THAT, 
LOMAX! BUT 
WATCH YOUR STEP. 
THESE VILLAINS 
ARE KILLERS... 





NEXT MORNING, WHEN THE CIRCUS STARS WERE REHEARSING IN THE BIG 
TOP, GREG WENT LOOKING FOR TROUBLE. HE SOON FOUND IT... 
\ 


ONE OF THE. 
CLOWNS MUST BE IN 
THE GANG... BUT | WISH 
1 KNEW HOW TO TALK 
MY WAY INTO THEIR 
CONFIDENCE... 


IS THE NEW 
BOY FROM 
THE WALL OF 
DEATH... 


aaread dager auton 
oS il el Lil fy 
Sige Loe 


YOU THINK 
YOU ARE BRAVE, 
ON YOUR MOTOR BIKE, 
HUH, KID? BUT 
YOU WOULD NOT 
DARE TO JOIN MANIO 
HERE, ON THE 


HIGH PLATFORM, 
SS BET! 
vs 


ENN 
YOU’RE 
ON, MISTER... 





ERS // 
CLIMBING 
THE LADDER 
1$ NOTHING, YOUNG 
} ONE... LET US SEE HOW 


YOU LIKE THE 


SS 


LESS2 
SSHSHRS 


RS 
RSs ses 


Ss 
Sos SS 





AS THE TRAPEZE SWUNG GREG BACK IN A LONG ARC TOWARDS THE PLATFORM, MANIO FLUNG 
HIMSELF FROM THE PLATFORM TOWARDS IT 








YOUNG ONE. 
YOU HAVE PLENTY 
OF NERVE — 
AND THIS IS 
WHAT | WANTED 
TO FIND 


WHAT'S 
YOUR GAME, 
FRIEND? 





YOU WOULD f- 
LIKE TO MAKE PLL BE ‘ 
SOME EXTRA MONEY, = DARNED... I'VE 


HUH,KID ?_ UNOFFICIAL, 
OF COURSE. THEN 
MAYBE 1 CAN 
HELP YOU... 





ONE OF THE CIRCUS CLOWNS, AND THE TIGHTROPE-SPECIALIST NAMED 
VICTOR, HAD BEEN WATCHING GREG AND MANIO FROM THE RING BELOW... 



































MANNY 
TRIES TO 
BRING THE 
KID INTO OUR 
GAME? 1 DO 
NOT LIKE \\ \ 
IT! 


a ®s A 





THE BOSS 
KNOWS WHAT HE’S 
DOING, VICTOR! 

AND WE NEED A NEW 


DRIVER, SINCE se 
NORM HAD HIS 
ACCIDENT... Vj . 


4l 


ae 
WHEN DO YOU ~ DAY ‘OR TWO, 
RECKON YOU'LL > KID. THE BOSS 


BE NEEDING WILL TIP YOU 
ME? 


it 

HERE IS THE 

BOSS NOW, KID. 
BUT SAY NOTHING TO 
HIM, HE DOES 
NOT LIKE THAT WE 
DISCUSS THIS OVERTIME 

OF OURS, INSIDE 
THE CIRCUS... 











Ri 


YOU'RE 
MAKING OUT 
OKAY, KID. GLAD 
YOU'VE JOINED 


WHAT DID FOR THREE DAYS, GREG RODE THE WALL 
ROLLO WANT, = OF DEATH IN FRONT OF THE GAPING 
. \ FAIRGROUND CROWDS, BIDING HIS 
TIME, UNTIL. 


OH NOTHING, = 
f MISTER ne 
HE WAS JUST 
PASSING THE ie) 














IT'S 
TOMORROW 
NIGHT, MISTER 
LOCKYER. BUT 
| DON’T KNOW 
WHERE THE 


SSSR 
Sy 


LEAVE IT 
TO US, LOMAX. 
WE'LL HAVE MEN 
Caste 
as OUT 
TTI Wa ck 
mi 













































































ar, 


TRUCK! 
IT'S THE ONE 
THAT GOT 
NICK! 





TIGHT-LIPPED, GREG CLIMBED INTO THE CAB AND DROVE THE TRUCK ON TO 
THE ROAD TO KILVERTON... 
1 | WILL GUIDE YOU, 

KID. THERE'S A FACTORY 
WW ON THE TRADING ESTATE. THERE’S 

\ TWENTY THOUSAND IN THE 

OFFICE SAFE THERE 
TONIGHT... 


— 


WILL NOT BE 
THERE TOMORROW 
MORNING ! 


THIRTY MINUTES LATER, THE TWO TRUCKS REACHED THE TRADING 
ESTATE ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF THE TOWN... 

















DO NOT BE 
NERVOUS. THIS IS 
THE SEVENTH JOB WE DO J 
SINCE THE BOSS GETS US 








AS THE TRUCKS SWUNG INTO THE FACTORY YARD, o SUDDEN 
HARSH GLARE OF HEADLAMPS SPLIT THE DARKNES 


pm cl 
































A RADIO NET, MONITORED BY THE CAR SHADOWING THE TRUCKS, HAD 
BROUGHT A PACK OF PATROL CARS CONVERGING ON THE CIRCUS GANG... 





AND WE KNOW 
WHO IT WAS... 





VICTOR SWUNG A FIST AT GREG, KNOCKING HIM BACKWARDS OUT OF THE CAB... 


Y iP 
V f oe 





G 


pa? NO-ONE ¥ 
=7 + LOCKS uP 
MANIOL 


























VICTOR AND MANIO USED THEIR SPECIALISED TALENTS IN A LAST DESPERATE BID TO 
ESCAPE FROM THE POLICE NET... 
HECK, I'D 
Tr FORGOTTEN THESE 

VILLAINS WERE CIRCUS 
STARS... WE'VE GOT 
A DARNED TIGHTROPE- 
WALKER HERE... 












BUT THE NET HAD BEEN CAST TOO WIDE, THE FACTORY WAS NOW SWARMING WITH POLICEMEN. 





OKAY, SARGE. 
WE'VE GOT HIM 
CORNERED... 





ora eh yy 


==) MISTER LOCKYER... i 
INCLUDING 
THE BOSS... 


BUT EVEN AS GREG STARED AT THE 
THE ROAR OF A MOTOR BIKE ENGI 





J THEM'S SCARPERING! 
BUT THERE'S 


i 














GREG HAULED THE BIKE FROM THE BACK 
OF THE TRUCK, AND FLUNG A LEG OVER 
J THE SADDLE... 


1 SAID 
w I'D GET THE LOT 
OF ‘EM, LOCKYER! } 
YOU HOLD ON TO 
ROLLO! 


THE CIRCUS OWNER CLUTCHED AT 
LOCKYER AS THE DETECTIVE TURNED 


HERE, SERGEANT, HE 
DOESN'T THINK I’M MIXED 
UP IN THIS ROTTEN BUSINESS, 
DOES HE 2 IL.MEAN I TOLD YOU 

TWAS SUSPICIOUS ABOUT & 
; THE ACCIDENT... , 




















THE FUGITIVE ON THE MOTOR BIKE SLEWED HIS MACHINE INTO A NARROW DOORWAY 
IN THE SHADOWS, IN A FRANTIC ATTEMPT TO SHAKE OFF HIS rE R es 


YOUNG GREG 
DOESN'T REALISE 
THAT THE MAN HE'S 
CHASING IS THE 
GANGLEADER | 





THE KIDS! é 
GRAVE DANGER, ROLLO!] Y& 


HE MAN HE’S CHASING IS NOT 
ONLY THE GANG BOSS ~ 


HE’S LED 
THE KID INTO AN 
EMPTY STORAGE } 


HE'S A KILLER! 
| =z 





WHAT THE 
BLAZES? IT’SA 
GREAT BIG 
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THEN THE POLICEMAN, LOCKYER, FLICKED A SWITCH AT THE NARROW 
ACCESS DOORWAY BELOW, AND A HARSH LIGHT FLOODED THE INTERIOR... .| 
: HE'S 


TRAPPED 
KID! DON’T 
TANGLE WITH 
HIM! LEAVE 
HIM TO 





















US! 























GREG HURLED HIS MACHINE AROUND THE CURVING WALLS, CIRCLING GRIMLY 
AFTER HIS QUARRY... 7 = 


ILL GET 
HIM MYSELF I 
WHOEVER 









AS THE MAN SWUNG HIS HOTOR BIKE DOWNWARDS ACROSS GREG’S PATH, 
HE TURNED HIS FACE TOWARDS THE YOUNGSTER... 
\— \ 
= 
. \ BRAD 













AS BRAD CARSON CLOSED ON GREG, THE 
YOUNGSTER COULD SEE THE MURDER 
IN HIS EYES... 


THE VETERAN GREG HAD TRUSTED, THE 
ONE MAN HE HAD NEVER SUSPECTED, WAS 
THE BOSS OF THE GANG WHO HAD 

MAIMED NICKY... 






WATCH 
IT, KID! 
HE’S BELOW 
you! 





AS BRAD CARSON CROWDED HIM MURDEROUSLY FROM BELOW, GREG 


BRAKED COOLLY AND WRENCHED HIS FRONT WHEEL OVER... 
/ 





THE KILLER OVERSHOT, HE HAD NO ROOM TO TURN, AND NO TIM 
FRONT WHEEL HIT THE HORIZONTAL PLANE OF THE ROOF AND LOST TRACTION, 


(9 Ry N 
WM 


MOTOR BIKE AND MAN OVERTURNED, HUNG FOR A BOnetr IN SPACE 
WITHA SHRIEKING El ENGINE AND A TORTURED VOICE 





THE DETECTIVE RAN TO THE CRUMPLE! 
BODY OF BRAD CARSON... 


CAME HERE 
TO KEET ME, 
INSPECTOR? 


| RECKON 
THAT WRAPS 
UP THE CASE, 


WILL HAVE 
TO GET A COUPLE 
y OF NEW ACTS 
| FOR HIS CIRCUS... 
AND A NEW 


MANAGER FOR THE / 
I WALL OF : 
Bae 


YES, LOMAX. 
SERGEANT LOCKYER 
RANG ME FROM KILVERTON. 1 
RECKON | OWE YOU AN 

: APOLOGY... 





WRITE YOU OFF 
AS A YOUNG TEARA.- 
WAY. BUT IT NEEDED 
SOMEONE WITH A 
COOL HEAD, A 
LOT OF COURAGE 
TO DO WHAT YOU 
BS DID... 












































SUE... 
THEY HAVEN'T 
TOLD ME 
HOW NICKY 

IS, 


| ASKED 
THEM TO LEAVE 
THAT TO ME. HE’S 
FINE, GREG AND 
COMING HOME 
SOON. 








YOU REMEMBER { 


WHAT SUE USED TO 
SAY ABOUT ME, NICKY? 
THAT INSIDE THE 
BRAINY YOUNG ENGINEER, 
THERE WAS A TEARAWAY 
STRUGGLING TO GET OUT? 
WELL HE GOT OUT -ON 
THE WALL OF DEATH — 
AND FROM NOW ON HE 

STAYS OUT! 
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ALSO ON SALE NOW 





No. 8 
TERROR OF 
THE DEEP 


It rose from the dark, un- 
charted fathoms like an 
unbelievable nightmare to 
strike terror into the hearts 


of brave men... 
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